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in the labour market; he weighed a hundred and sixty-five
pounds stripped, every pound of which was hardened for
toil, but all he could find were the same odd jobs that had
sustained him at Oakland High: mowing lawns, trimming
hedges, washing windows, beating carpets in back yards.
The days were rare in which he managed to earn a whole
dollar.

Mabel and Edward Applegarth ga^ve a dinner to welcome
him home. They invited a number of his old friends from
the Henry Clay Debating Society who wrung his hand,
slapped him on the shoulder, and told him how glad they
were to have him back in Oakland. Jack was touched by this
warm reception, regaled them with tales of the Klondike . . .
and got each of them off in a corner to ask if they knew
where he might find a job. No one knew.

After his absence of sixteen months and the rough life
among the prospectors of Steward Camp and Dawson, Jack
found Mabel more delicately beautiful than ever. When the
debaters had finally made their adieus and Edward had
discreetly withdrawn to his room, Mabel turned the lights
low, took him gently by the hand and led him to the piano,
where she played and sang the songs she had sung when he
first came into the house and she had been both attracted and
repelled by his male crudity and strength. She saw the love
shining out of his eyes as he leaned opposite her in the bay
of the piano enthralled by the music and her fragile scent;
and he felt her love for him giving body to the thin sweet
voice as she confessed to him in the words of the sentimental
ballad that she loved him too. Yet he knew that this was
not the moment to speak; he could not take her out of a
cultivated home of books and paintings and music until he
had something better to offer than second-hand clothing
and starvation.

The next morning he saw a notice in an Oakland news-
paper that examinations were being held for the mail
service. He rushed down to the central post office, took the
tests, and passed with a grade of 85.38. If there had been an
opening he would soon have been pounding a beat on the